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self to a sheep's carcass and was
borne away by a vulture. And of the
giant who roasted men and whom Sin-

bad blinded with a red-ho- t Iron. And
of the terrible Old Man of the Sea who
sat upon Slnbad's shoulders and could
not be shaken off until he was Intoxi-
cated with wine and Sinbad slew him.

The Story of the Forty Thieves.

Of All Baba and his discovery of the
stone that swung wide when a vole?
cried "Open, Sesame I" In the cave
was the booty of forty thieves and All
Baba took home, sacks bulging with
gold and sliver. Tha robbers traced
him and. In the guise of a merchant the
captain lodged with him. In the yard
were stored groat Jars, one filled with
oil and the others concealing the
thieves. IU would It have fared with
All Baba had not Morglana, a cunning
Blave, detected the trick and with boil-

ing oil scalded to death the wicked
miscreant The captain escaped, but
returned In a new disguise and again
did Morglana save her master by stab-
bing his enemy. So All Baba married
her to his son and he lived Joyously
upon treasures from the cave.

Many Other Fascinating Stories.
Of the Magic Horse of ebony and

Ivory, so fashioned that Its rider, by
pressing divers buttons, could fly
whither he willed. It bore a Persian
prince to a great palace In a metropolis
girt about with greenery. There he
looked Into the eyes of a princess and
they were enraptured. It befell that
they rode away on the Magic Horse,
but before they were wed an evil man
abducted the princess. The disconso-
late prince wandered far and at last
he found her whom he loved and again
they Journeyed through the air to his
home, where they were married with
exceeding pomp and lived happily.

Of a poor fisherman who drew'hls
net from the sea and found therein but
a brass bottle. He cut open the top
and there streamed forth a cloud of
smoke. It collected and, behold 1 It
was a gente, so huge that bis head was
tn the clouds. He would have killed
his rescuer had not the wily fisherman
Insisted that never could he have come
from the bottle. The silly genie
squeezed himself inside, whereupon
the fisherman clapped on the top, nor
would he remove It until the genie
swore to serve him faithfully. This
oath it was that led to the finding of
the ensorcelled prince with legs turned
to stone and the lake wherein swam
fish of four colors that had once been
men. After marvelous happenings the
prince was made as other men and the
fish were men and women. And the
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TEXT. Bfhold. now Is the aeciie
time: behold, now la the clay ot salvation.

II Cor. :2.

You expect to become a Christian
some day, well then, why not now?

Do you delay
because you fe

that there is tiui
enough? Io not
be deceived by tbl
suggest U41 of Sa-

tan, who would
have all mmiiIo

put oil llieir dew

clsion to become
Christ l:i 11s until rt

Is too lute.
When 1 wit a

boy In inamtimr
school, wo us. il la
have a nrlii'-'nu- r

who every iliiv or
so would enter ol

n hii 1. 11 n d
slowly passing through It, wiy in wen-ure- d

tones. W-- the

thief of time." Then ouictiy.
without another word, he would pnsa
out. His purpose was to lnipms iiion
his boys and girls that they xlmtrld
not put off till tomorrow, or hum ny
to day, that which should he ilone at
once. It seems to me that In tir icxi
God Is In effect saying the snnir" tltti
when he tells us, "Now Is the acccpterf
time ; behold, now Is the day of salva-
tion."

f
"No Promise of Tomorrow."

One time while being driven In pi ,

country to minister at the fun,'ral f
a man who had died very su hlenly.'''
I was surprised at the wisdom xlioa
by the wayward young mini wlm w

conveying me. There was a lull in the
conversation. Then mnlticnlf he
broke forth with this start II 11 a fact:
"You know, we have no promts .of a
tomorrow." What truth there U iu
thut statement "No promlxe ol a to-

morrow." And yet, Ikmv IummIIm we
are of the fact It so succlnctl 1 set
forth. We go on neglecting to d ilui
which Is of such moment to us,
ly gambling with time and witt mr
souls aa the stake. No iromis of a
tomorrow is what Cod is stiyi i

the words of our text. '
k

Again, are you putting off yoij-
- de-

cision to become a Christian,
you feel that you want first t hre
a good time?

What a specious argument ibnt U.

and how Satan does use It, epeclafcy
to deceive young people. je vohM
try to make them believe thai ihcy
say good-b- y to all the good times wh

they' become Christians; but Mini

not so, for there Is nothing "giMar
that a person has to give up t be-

come a Christian. To be Hiire, there
are things that are bad and humid
that must be given up, and thest tU

Devi) camouflages to make them )mk
good to people. Ha succeeds mirpri
Ingly well, for folks are easily foile
by the enemy of human nouIs h

often they do not awaken to the tat
tlutt they have been deceived until ir
Is too late.

What we need to do la to tt urate
the real value of things. Who lUt
is wise would buy glass Jewels for
diamonds, or' accept fools' gold fqr
the genuiue? If we scnite lienctl
the tinsel with which Satan covrrs
things that are bad, to make thna
look good, and !f we carefully weigh
everything he offers us in Ihe ti
ances of eternity, we shall irisco'vtr
their wortlilessness ; everything he of-

fers, though it give pleasure for a uni-
son, "at last," as Solomon said f
the wine cup, "It blteth like a Herein
and stlngeth like an adder."

Good Times for the Christian.
Christ on the other hand offirs till

that is good and worthwhile In ihi
life and the life to come. The rvaMp
good times are for the Christum, nw
If any one on earth can enjoy him-

self, It Is the n whose life hu
been enlarged by the coming Into h
of Christ. He it Is who not mly
gives life, but gives It abundantly.
This Is true In this life, because Chrlt
enlarges a person's rapacity for en-

joyment.
We frankly admit that there are

restrictions and limitation for the
Christian; but he who says that there
are restrictions and limitations of
real life is false. The things that
must be cut off are those that nrnly
for death. The surgeon's knife ruts
out a cancer, but a cancer makes for
death; and ao do those (uinpn that tha
Ienon who would be a Christian.

, must cut out of his life. The very cut
ting out of these things t a per-
son free for the real pleasure of life.

I it not a mean thing to rhooae tbe
pleasures of sin for a season, and then,
when the candle of life iins almost
burned Itself oat, fling ourvolve tipoa
Ood's mercy? To su h who q
expecting to become ChriUain whea
they are about to die, thn they mnv
thereby escape hell and gain benve ,

Cod holda. out no promise of i halloa.
That people are-- aaved at Ihe !at ma,
ment of life, as was the thief tt
rroas, we know, but who dare aay that
Ihe one who rhoosee to refuse the swV
ration God offers now shall ever hsva
mother proffer of mercy?

Thera la a tftna, w know not whi
A place, wa know aot wh?r.

That aeala th ovjrttny of mmn
For glory or pa.lr.

"Behold, bow la the accepted law,
heboid, bow i tbe ij of salvation.

By

CHAPTER IV Continued.
11

Aa they resumed their talk Alice, It
Itemed, was relating something of mo
ment for Arrowsinlth's benelit, refer
ring now and then to Mrs. Farnsworth
as though for corroboration. The
scene in the box was almost as

as any in the play, and the
audience watched with deep absorp
tion. Alice, the least
of. mortals, was, I knew, utterly un
aware of the curious gaze of the
house; whatever she was saying with
an occasional gesture of her gloved
hand or a shrug of her shoulders
possessed her completely. I thought
she might be telling Arrowsmllh of
her adventures at Barton; but the
length of her narrative was against
this, and Arrowsinlth's attitude was
more tnat or a critic appealed to
for an opinion than of a polite listener
to a story. He nodded his head sev
eral times, and finally, as Alice, with

slight dip of the head and an out
ward movement of her arms, settled
back In her chair, be patted his hands
approvingly.

In my absorption I had forgotten
Montnnl'8 existence, but as the thl.-- d

act began I saw that he had gone,
Whether I should put myself In Alice's
way as, she left the theater was still
an undetermined question when tha
play ended. With Montanl hanging
about I felt a certain obligation to
warn her that he had been watching
her. I was among the first to leave,
and tn the foyer I met Forsythe, the
house manager, who knew me as a
friend of Searles.

"You notice that we're fitlll turn-tn- g

'em away," he remarked. "We
don't have to worry about this piece;
everybody who sees it sends his friends
the next day. Searles hasn't looked in
for some time; hope he's writing a
new playT"

"He's West visiting his folks. Don
know when he'll be back," I answered.
"I must write him that Sir Cecil, Ar--

rowsmlth enjoyed 'Who Killed Cock
Robin f Just as much as common mor
tals."

Forsythe had paused at the box- -

office, and In my uncertainty I stuck
to him as the crowd began ta surge
by.

Arrowsrolth's
, approach was adver

'tlsed by the peculiar typa of tall hat
that he affected, and the departing au
dlence made way for him, or hung
back to stare. At his left were Alice
and Mrs. Farnsworth, and they must
pass quite close to m "Who Killed
Cock Robin 7' was a aatisfytng play
that sent audiences away with light
ened hearts and smiling faces, and the
trio were no exception to the rule.

Listening inattentively to Forsythe,
I was planning to Join Alice when the
trio shonld reach me. 'She saw me;
there was a fleeting flash of recog-
nition In her eyes, and then she turned
toward Arrowsmieh. She drew near
er; her gaze met mine squarely, but
now without a lgn to Indicate that
she had ever seen me before. She
pasaed on, talking with greatest ani
mation to Arrowsmtth.

"Well, remember me 'to Searles If
you write him," I heard Forsythe say
ing. I datched his arm as he opened
the office door.

"Who are those women H I demand
ed.

ioa may aeawh me 1 1 see you
have a goad eye. That girl's rather
Bice to look at r

Crowding my way to the open, I
blocked the path f orderly, sane dtl--
Beos awalttag their machines until a
policeman pushed me aside. Alice I
saw for a bewildering instant, framed
lo the window of a big Ikoonslne that
rolled away aptowc.

I had tteen snubbed I to snub had
ever beea delivered more deliberately,
with a 'nicer calculation of effect, than
that administered to me by Alice Bash-for-d

a girl with w4iom, until a mo-

ment befare, I had believed myself
on terms f cordial comradeship. She
had cut me; ABce wko had asked me
at the very begianlng of our acquaint-
ance to call her by her first name-A-lice

had rat me without the quiver
of a lash.

I walked to the Thackeray and set-

tled myself la a dark corner of the
reading room, thoroughly bruised in
spirit In my reseatmeat I meditated
flying to Ohio to Join Searles. always
my chief resource in trouble. Affairs
at Barton might go to the devil. If
Alice and her companion wantd to
get rid of me. I won Id not he sorry to
te relieve! of the responsibility I tad
assumed In trying to protect them.
With rising fury I reflected that by
the time they had shaken off Man- -

tan) and got rid of the prisoner fas

the tool bouse they would think better
of me.

"Telephone call, sir."
I followed the boy to the booth

tn a rage that any one should disturb
aay gloomy reflections,

"Mr. Slndeton! Oh! This is Alice
speaking "

I clutched the shelf for support
Not only was It Alice speaking, but
In the kindest voice Imaginable. My
anger passed, but my amazement at
Alice and all her ways blinded me.
If sb bad suddenly tteppwd tt ugh
tha wall, my surpru could nut have
beaa greater.

Justice to It; but I was acting, 1

knew, like a resentful boy.
"I love you that way," said Alici

as I stared vacantly at my plate. "But
you really are not making yourself
dlsagreeuble to us really be is not,
Constance!"

Mrs. Farnsworth affirmed this. 1

knew that I was merely being rude,
and the consciousness of this was not
uplifting. At the luncheon hour the
influx of shoppers gives the Tyrlng-
ham a cheery tone, and all about us
were people apparently conversIn
sanely and happily. The appearance
of Uncle Bash's ghost In the familiar
dining room would have been a wel-

come diversion. I was speculating as
to Just what he would say about hil
widow and the whole mess at Bartoa
when Mrs. Farnsworth addressed ma
pleadingly.

"If you knew that we want you to
play with us only a few days longer-th-ree

days, shall we say, Alice? if
you knew that then we'll untangle ev
erythlng, wouldn't you be nice very
nice?"

In spite of myself I couldn't resist
this appeal. I was more and more im-

pressed by the fineness, the charm of
Mrs. Farnsworth. When she dropped
the muke-believ- e foolishness in whiea
shy Indulged quite as amusingly aa
Alice, she appeared to be a very sen-

sible person. The humor danced in
her eyes now, but her glance was more
than an appeal ; It was a command.

"If you knew that our troubles are
not at all the troubles you're thluklng
about, but very different "

"Please pardon me," I muttered
humbly, and wished that Alice were
not so bewitching In a sailor hat. It
may have have been the hat or only
Mrs. Farnsworth'8 pleading tone that
brought me to a friendlier attitude
toward the universe and its visible
inhabitants. The crowd thinned out,
but we lingered, talking of all manner
of things.

"We must come in again very soon,"
sand Alice. "And next time we shant
run away, which was very naughty. 1

suppose when you begin a story you
Just have to keep it going or it will
die on your hands. That's the way
with our story, you know. Of course
it's unkind to mystify you; but you
are in the story Just as we are."

My mystification was certainly deep
enough without this suggestion that
I was a mere character In a tale whose
awkward beginning aroused only the
gravest apprehensions as to the con-

clusion. She looked at her watch and
continued: "I'm so absurd really I

am, in ever so many ways, that no
one would ever put me In a book,
Everyone would say no such person
ever existed I It's Incredible! And
so I have to pretend I'm in a story ali
the time. It's the only way I can
keep happy. And so many people are
in my story now, uot only Montanl
and the poor fellow locked up at Bar
ton oh, what if he should escape I

Constance, it would be splendid if h
should escape !"

"You didn't finish your eninacration
of characters," I suggested. "Is my
part an Important one or am I only
a lay figure f

"My dear boy," cried Mrs. Farns-
worth, "you are the here! Yea havt
been the hero from the hour the story
began. If you should desert us now,
whatever slwuld we dof

"If I'm the hero," I replied tn her
own key, "I shall begin making love
to Alice at once."

Alice, far from being disturbed by
my declaration, nodded her head ap
provlngly.

"Oh, we had expected that! Bui
you needu't be in a hurry. In a storj
like this one, that runs right on froa
day to day, we must leave a lot te
chance. And there are ever so many
chances "

"Not all on the side of failure, I

hope?"
"We must be going." She laughed

I wished she hadn't that characteristic
little turn of the head that was s
beguiling!

Folly rode with Ms all the way ti
Barton. If anything sensible was ut-

tered on the drive, I can't recall It Oui
talk, chiefly of knights and ladles, and
wild flights from imaginary enemies,
had the effect of spurring Flynn te
perilous spurts of speed.

(TO BE CONTINUED

Indiana and Japanete.
Professor Mena, Mexican scientist

went to Tehuacan in 1903 to Invest)- -

gat" a story that in small towes near
by Chinese talked in their own tongue
to the Indians and were perfectly un
derstood. He found the legend false.
Japanese scholars visiting the Mexi-
can museum have been surprised to
find articles nsed by the Indians ex-

actly the same as those used by Jap- -

anee peasants.

Filipino Wife's Status,
In the Philippine Islands, wWa

women marry, they go Into partner
ship with tbelr husbands. While the
men handle the workers, the women
attend to the finance, act as cashiers.
pay the workers and oversee mod
of the business. They also have equal
ity with the men la every thing
voting.

Copyrlf Dt by Charles erlbner's Boas

"You told me the Thackeray was
your usual refuge In town, so
thought I d try It. Are you very, very
cross? I'm sorry, really I am Bob!

The "Bob" was added llngeringly,
propitiating. Huddled in the booth
I doubted my senses wondering In
deed whether Alice hadn't a doubli
even whether I hadn't dreamed every
thing that had occurred at Barton.

"I wanted to speak to you ever so
much at the theater, but I couldn'
very well without introducing you to
Sir Cecil, and I wasn't ready to do
that It might have caused compll
cations."

If anything could have multiplied
the existing complications, I was anx
lous to know what they were; but
her voice was so gentle, so wholly
amiable, that I restrained an Impulse
to demand explanations.

"Are you on earth or are you
speaking from paradise?" I asked.

Oh, we're In a very nice house,
Constance and I; and we're Just about
having a little supper. I wish you
were here, but that can't be arranged.
No; really it can't 1 We shall be
motoring back to Barton
and hope you can Join us. Let us
have luncheon and motor up to
gether."

When I suggested that I call for
them she laughed gayly.

"That would be telling things
And we musn't spoil everything when
everything Is going so beautifully."

Remembering the man I had locked
np In the tool-hous- e and the explana
tlons I should have to make sooner
or later to the unimaginative Tor--
reace, I wasn't wholly convinced of
the general beauty of the prospect,

"Montanl was in the theater,"
suggested.

iter laughter rippled merrily over
the wire. "Oh, he tried to follow us
In a taxi I We had a great time
throwing him off in the park. I'm
not sure he isnt fitting on the curb
right now watering the house un
graciously."

"You have the fan with you ; Mon-

tanl Jumped right out of his seat

Telephane Call, Sir."

when 7u opened It In the theater"
Tills she received with more laugh

ter; Montanl amused her Immensely,
she said. She wasn't In the least
afraid of blm. Returning to the nit
ter of the luncheon, she suggested
the Tyrlngham.

Tou know, I want very much to
ee Mr. UashfortTs old home and the

place all aur veteran retainers came
from. At-ane- ? yes. Good night !"

Alice end Mrs. Farnswerth reached
Che Tyrlngham on time to the minute,
Aa I had pent the morning on
bench ki the park, analyzing my prob
lems, I found their good humor a
trifle Jarring.

Tou don't seem a bit glad to see
as," Alice complained as she drew
off her gloves. "How can any one be
anything but happy after seeing that
delicious iCock Robin'? It is ao dell
00 ply droit."

1 uveal,- - t remartea witn an
attempt at severity, "quite your knack
of Ignoring disagreeable facta. There
was Motani right in front f me,
a 1 IM. a a .a
jumping me a x every
time yon flourished your fan. There's
that fellow we've got lov-ke- up a
Barton "

"Just hear the man, Constance V she
Interrupted with her adorable lau'h.

We were thinking .that he was only
beginning to see things our way, the
only true wsy. the Jolly way. - and
here he cometh like a melancholy
Jacques 1 We'll have none of It T

"We must confew," said Mrs.
Farnsworth concillatlngly, "that Mr.
Singleton is passing through a severe
trial. We precipitated ourselves
npon him without warning, and Im-

mediately Involved him in a mesh of
mystery. His Imagination must have
time to adjust lt-!f.- "

They were spoiling my appetite; I
was perfectly aware of that 1 had
ordered the rwst luncheon I knew how
to couipoe, mul they were doing fall

tH PRINCESS IHEHERAZAOB

CmJtmahol, 1 A'.fnJ S. CU.k

111 The marvelloaa
tales that Sche.
hrraiarie told to
Kin a-- Shahrlar,
atorlea of lore

ad advratare aod
niad niaiile ran-a- ot

be attributed
to aar author
for the very d

V .'., ."Wl.'. , if f rraaoa that there
ever aa au-

thor. They are
popular a tor lea
that, perhapsabout the yaar145 0, were put
lato the prearat
form br a profea-atoa- al

alary-telle- r,

ftrraumabl a Fer-ala- u.

la arlaaltlvo
(tn biiIIIiiwhere few of the
aeoole Mi read.

aad where boohs are difficult to set,
these profeanloaal readers are la treat
aeraaad. They pick up here aad there
tale that appeal to all and bind them
lata a loaa; aarratlve. tome people
hay thought that Homer's loaa; poems
rtstsated la this way.
hWerywhere la the aear east the

traveler flada these atory.tellera to
lay. Aa eager audlraoe eolleeta to
bear them, each paytaa; a amall fee
for the prlTllece of Uatealaa;. The

declaims as be walks re aad
fro aad always atopa hla aarratlve Jvst
before aa exettlaar ellmax, ao that he
will be aaaured ef listeners a the
morrow. Hla audleaee followa kta re-
cital with breaihleaa latereat. eaaertal-- It

whea he llluatratea thrlllta epl-sed- ea

with llrely paatomlme.
Year after year these creeps ef

llateaera gathered reaturlea ago. The
storyteller discarded the tales thatdid aot hold the atteatloa of his lla-eae- ro.

Cradaally the proeeas of llm.
Uatloa went oa until oaly the heat
wee haadrd dowa by word of moufhtnm reaeratloa to trraerafloa. - Thea
aaaaa haowa benefactor tfl mmiUtnd

ihern written dowa aad ronnerted
them with the framework f Srnrhera-aad- a

aad Shahrlar. Aad these are the
Arabma Wlahta that hare aYllichted
'ehlldrea and arrows mea aad womra
'for aeeadea.

was TlslertSITEHEItAZADE she'besought
father to wed'lier to King

Shahrlar it was cause for grief to the
iiier. For each day was It Bhahriar's

wont to put to death his bride of the
day before. It befell, however, that
Kheherasade had her will. As she had
hoped, the king was wakeful and to
beguile him she began a story of
mask;. Dawn broke before she' had
finished and so eager was Shahrlar to
bear It all that he gave bo order for
her execution.

For a thousand and one nights did
this befall while Shehernzade told
tales of love, war and sorcery, of kings,
beggars and rogues, of lands where

'diamonds were more plentiful than
pebbles and bigger than eggs, of In-

trigues tn the lanes and bazaars of
Oriental titles. In towns and deserts
and far Islands did necromancers work
their wills. Horses flew ; dogs talked ;
mermaldens and creatures greater
than whales peopled the deeps; ogres
and enormous apes crept out of for--
ests; birds so great that tljeir wings
darkened the day swooped from the
skies. Here, too, were lovers la pal
aces and hovels, bold and cowardly,
yet all so enamored that they swooned
at the very thought of the betoved.
Underlying all was the colorful Ori-
ent, with barbers and porters Jostling
caliphs and princesses in the thronged
and picturesque lanes of three tHties
whose very names conjure up romance

Bagdad, Cairo and Damascus.
Now these are the best liked of

tales:
"Tha Story of Aladdin's Lamp.

Of Aladdin, son of a poor tailor fa
China, a prankish scamp. An Africa
magldnn guided him to a subterraneaa
.cave where he found the lamp that
summoned the genie. Out of nothing-
ness did this genie spread banquets
for Aladdin and mbe him in rich rai-

ment lie provided him retinues of
laves, .bearing basins heaped high

nith precious stones, who carried to
the ling Aladdin's suppltance for the
hand of the beautiful Irincess Badroul-boudou- r.

In a night did the genie raise
palace of glowing wonders, of shin-

ing marble and gold and silver, with
windows intrusted with diamonds, em- -

rald and rubles, with fragrant gar-
dens anvpen eourt. So Aladdin mar-

ried the princess and they knew great
Joy. But the magician returned, stole
the lamp and in a trice transported
the palace and the princess to Africa.
Then was Aladdin woeful, but by
magic be found hi beloved, poisoned
the magician, seixed the lamp and
came to China, where he and Badroul-boudou- r

lived happily ever afterward.
Tha Story of Sinbad.

Of Sinbad the sailor and his marvel-

ous voyages. Wherein It Is related
that Sinbad landed upon what seemed
an island but which was a great fiu
that sank into the sea. And of other
Toyages and greater wonders, of which
cne marvels most at the adventure
with the roc. the bird so huge that it
feed Its young with elephants. Sin-

bad bad fastened himself to the roc's
leg and it bore blm to an Impenetra-
ble valley strewn with preclom stones
Iran whch be eiaped by binding him

fisherman was so rewarded that he
was the wealthiest man of his time.

Of Prince Cama'ralzaman and the
Princess Badoura, heautiful beyond
compare, and of how each saw the
other in sleep aad was smitten with
great love. But when they awakened
they saw not one another for they' had
been brought together 'by genii who
had carried Badoura out of China to
the confines of Persia. Grief so af-

flicted both that they slckened and
were Insane frora aorrow. Then a mes-

senger from Badoura Journeyed far
over land and sea until he found
Camaralzamaa and returned with him
to China, where the lovers were wed-
ded. But white they were traveling to
Camaratzamaa's land fee wandered
away. Badoura dressed herself in his
raiment and passed herself for a man.
It befell that he found favor in the
eyes of a king and 'was married to a
princess. And Cameralism an too came
to this land mid knew mot his wife,
who heaped honors upon him. At last
she revealed horself and was known
as a woman aad Camaralzaman took
also to wife the princess whom Badou-
ra had married and 'they were happy
together.

Of a merchant who, awaiting death
at the hands of a eroel genie, was
Joined by three did mec, one leading a
gaselle. another two black hounds, and
the third a mule. Now It is related
that Hie gaselle nod the mole had been
wicked wives transformed by magic
and likewise had the hounds been evil
brothers. When the genie was told
these stories of eachantmeat, he was
e diverted that ihe spared the mer-

chant's life.
r

About Harun-al-Rathl- d.

And f many tales concerning the
Caliph narun-al-Rasbi- d and his going
dlspulsed Into ttie lanes and bazaars of
Bagdad, where he changed upon
strange people who told hhn strange
stories of magic. Once he snpped with
three ladles of dazzling beauty and
with him were a porter dazed with the
magnlflcenoe he aaw and three mendi-

cants, sons of kings, aK blind In the
left eye. Not knowing the Caliph they
told of their fantastic adventures and
sufferings and he rewarded them.' And
again he encountered a beggar who ed

him to strike Mm, a youth who

spurred cruelly a mare upon which he
rode and a rope-mak- er who had risen
suddenly from poverty to affluence.
Their tales too did he hear and them
too did he reward. Nor should Aba-Hassa- n,

the mag. be forgotten, whose

trickery In pretending that he and his
wife were dead won so mnch gold and
so many laughs from the Caliph. And J

of like Import is the mad tale of the
humpback who seemed dead and of i

the talkative barber who restored him J

to life, of all those who had believed '

themselves murderers of the hump- - j

back and of the amazing tales that !

they related. ;

So It came to pass that by the end :

of the tnousand and one nights Shah- -

rlar was so delighted tn the cleverness
of Sheherazade that he wedded her I

. ! .,w ----.I .-- ,1 tt,m 11- -1. , I

nfbAiu --.ilia irni 1 1 iiu anil lurj 11 r

happily ever after.
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